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Masquerade 


Author's Notes: 
Heaven help me, l'm participating in something with a time limit. 


For Redpen, whose fault this actually is, so blame her. And for Raina, who had the singular joy of dealing with 
me during that time | fell in love with Lestat: 


| knew he was beautiful. | had known that since the moment I'd first laid eyes on him. | had known this so 
deeply that the pattern of the flecks in his eyes was etched into the marrow of my bones. The song of his 
laughter was entwined with the rhythm of my heart beating. The first time | heard it, my heart jumped a 
step in order to sync with it. And every time after. | took it for granted that he was grafted into my being in 
a hundred ways that he knew nothing about. That he made my mind and my body sing private joys only | knew 


the tune to. It was my secret and my burden. My pleasure and my escape. | knew all this. 


| did not know he was undead. It explained so much. 


The party was given by someone neither one of us really knew. Someone young who enjoyed old money, and the 
festivities-- and faces-- that money could realize. There was only one rule for the night: do not come as you 
are. Jon and | had parted ways early in the day to assume our costumes, and alternate identities. And when | 
first glimpsed him through the crowd, the humming that started somewhere in the depths of my body 
recognized him before my mind did. 


He was in a tuxedo. Black pants, with a velvet jacket so midnight blue it made his eyes electric by comparison 
His hair was tied back at the nape of his neck with a black ribbon, exposing the paleness of his skin. | knew 
even before his lips opened what he was. 


When he saw me, he laughed, and the humming in my body deepened. "Spaceman," he said. "An amazing choice." 


For a moment, | wasn't even sure what he was talking about. | was sucked in by the sight of his smile, and by 
the tiny daggers that had been forged from his canine teeth. Then his smile faded and his lips dropped slightly, 
shrouding the teeth, and | was able to regain my thoughts enough to understand the conversation we were 


having. My costume. | had come as Ace Frehley. It was a joke, but | no longer remembered why. 

"Yeah," | said, and watched his head tilt, watched his eyes bore into me. 

"Hey, um.. did you get any of the punch off that chick in the Playboy bunny getup?" he asked. 

She had been making rounds through the crowd, carrying a copper tray full of tiny crystal punch glasses. | 
remembered how blood red the punch had been, how sweet. And how amused she had seemed when I'd taken 
the portion she'd offered me. 

"Yeah, why?" | asked, and he put his hand on my arm, as if to sweep me to somewhere more private, though 
we were surrounded on all sides by the swishing and heat of costumed bodies. | could feel the chill of his hand 


through my sleeve. 


"It was spiked," he said. "I didn't know til after | drank it. Fucking people, man" He was so close to me, touching 


me with the length of his body now. 
'| didn't taste any booze in it," | said. | didn't know why we were even talking about this. The punch glass held 
four ounces at most, and hard liquor was already being passed around in every form imaginable-- crystal 


decanters, cocktail glasses, the bottles it was bought in. 


He leaned even closer to me, if that was possible. "Not booze, man," he said, his breath a cool silver breeze on 


my ear. "Acid" 


The word came out in a hiss, and when he drew away, he was grinning again, the tip of his tongue caressing 
the edge of one of those razor teeth as if to test its cruelty. "You ever done it before?" 


"No," | managed, still staring at the tooth, which had grown minutely longer as he had tasted it. 


"| have. Once. It wasn't bad. We can leave if you want." 


"No," | said. "I'll be fine." 


| wasn't fine, but | couldn't leave with him. Here, we were surrounded by a hundred other people. Most of 
them were intoxicated already, on spirits and, | now understood, LSD. But at least they were there. If | left the 
party, I'd be alone with the monster | now suspected he was-- and with that humming he was evoking in the 
pit of my body. The persistent oscillating drone of thoughts and sensations | kept submerged and silent during 
normal waking life, and which only surfaced to pummel me during the most potent of nightmares and wet 


dreams. 


It was going to be a long night. 


Reflections 


| found refuge in a small hallway. These kinds of houses confused me, even during the best of times, these 
houses that were much bigger than the families that occupied them could ever possibly need, and with rooms 
that grew dusty from disuse. The hallway connected two such rooms, which were now filled with party guests, 
but which | suspected served little purpose at any other time of the year except to showcase paintings and 
sculptures. 


| stood in front of an antique mirror in the hallway, studying my reflection. | vaguely recalled the why of the 
joke of my costume now, but it seemed so immaterial to me now. | was more interested in the gold-painted 
scrollwork of the mirror frame, and the way the creeping rot had blackened the edges of the glass. | wondered 
how many faces had passed through that mirror, faces that were now dead. | wondered if the mirror was 
studying me, and wondering things about my history as well. | remembered a legend that vampires have no 


reflection 

The mirror was breathing. 

For a minute, | stood perfectly still and watched, thinking it could have just been my eyes playing tricks on me 
in the dim light of the wall sconces. But it happened again, and then again. A slow intake of breath, bubbling the 


glass ever so slightly in my direction, followed by an exhale | couldn't hear nor feel, and my reflection fell flat 


again. 
it was spiked 


Jon's words rippled below the surface of my thoughts. There was a logic to them, | suspected, but for the 
moment, | was too enthralled by the life in the mirror to fully grasp it. 


acid 
The mirror ceased breathing, mid-inhale, and collapsed again. | waited for it to resume, but it didn't. 
fucking people, man 


The punch had LSD in it. | was under the influence of LSD. For the first time in my life, in a house full of 
strangers, all of whom were laughing and shrieking with the elation of their experience with it. Or so I'd 


thought it was elation | was hearing. Now that | was really listening, not all of the banter sounded joyful. A 


hand crawled up my back and | jumped. 

| wondered where you went." 

Jon's eyes were black in the low light. A part of my brain whispered something about pupil dilation in darkness, 
but the primal parts of my brain, the ones that delivered fear and intuition, flooded me with adrenaline and a 
keening that came from some place inside me I'd never experienced before. 


"| was just wandering around." 
J g 


"Are you sure you're okay?" Jon said, but he was smiling again, and glancing about, his blackened eyes growing 
wide. "I'm kind of worried about you." 


Though a terror like cold fingers clutched my heart, | said, "Why are you smiling?" 

Laughter then, clear as a bell, and my fear-throttled heart did that thing it always did, skipped itself to fall in 
rhythm with the sound. Jon ran his fingers over the ancient wallpaper. "| never knew what paisley sounded like 
before, did you?" 

| couldn't speak just yet, so | shook my head. Jon lifted both hands to the wall and pressed his palms to it. "I 
wonder if | could find that key. I'll bet Dave could find that key.” 


it was spiked 


"Jonny," | said, and when he turned to look at me, he was licking his teeth again A shiver ran through me, 
rendering my entire body ice-cold, except for the snarl of warmth beginning between my thighs. | wanted to 
find a reason to get him in front of the mirror, but | knew he would be too smart for that. | also remembered 


that not all legends held that vampires had no reflection. Only the ones that believed a vampire had no soul. 
"You don't look so good" Jon said. "You look like you're freaking out" 

"Im fine” 

‘Let's find a bedroom or something, we'll ride out the first few hours" 

ae 

Jon lifted his hand to my face and carefully flipped my hair away from it, making sure not to touch my 


makeup. His eyes were still black holes, but they were dancing now in a way that simple dilated pupils didn't. 
"You afraid l'm gonna turn you if | get you alone, baby?" 


"Stop it" 
"lll be gentle if | do. You wanna live forever with me?" 


He moved in front of me as he spoke, between me and the mirror, and | closed my eyes, blocking out the 


mirror's verdict from my sight. 
"lm joking, Rich. You know that, right?" 


| didn't know that. But when | felt his hand slide down into mine and start pulling me toward some unknown 


destination, | let him. 


| let him. 


Doorways 


There were dozens-- no, hundreds-- of doors lining the labyrinth of hallways upstairs. Some were bigger than 
others, growing larger even as we approached them, too large, | knew, to pull open with only the strength of 
two men Some doors collapsed in on themselves as we advanced, and recycled into the pattern of swirling sea- 
colored rosettes in the wallpaper. Jon seemed unfazed by the funhouse before us, and after a period of time | 
could no longer estimate, because | could not convince my mind to grasp time as a hard concept, | understood 


that he was not seeing the same things | was. 
He was opening the doors one at a time, even the ones that surely weighed hundreds of pounds apiece, with a 


mere flick of his wrist, and looking inside them. None of them seemed to satisfy him, and | wondered what it 


was he was looking for. What the criteria were for a room in which to persuade a man to succumb to a spell 


of death and undeath and eternity. 
it was spiked 


| closed my eyes. | was having a bad trip. Surely that's all it was. 
Jon caught the knob of a door that was shrinking into the wall as we came near, and the touch of his hand 


caused the door to bloom back into life. The grain of its wood roiled like eddies of water out from the point of 


his contact, and | could not tell whether the door was excited by it or afraid. Or both. 

"This one's good, Rich," Jon said, as he pushed the whorling door open wide. His other hand slipped into mine 
again, pulling me into the room, which was a bedroom, in the middle of which was a tremendous four-poster 
bed. "You should lay down" 

"What if | don't want to lay down?" | said. "I have the rest of my life to lay down, don't |?" 


| had no idea why | was saying it. An amused half-smile curled Jon's lips, and he cocked an eyebrow. His 


blackened eyes were growing wide again. "Am | scaring you, Rich?" 
"No." 


"I think | am," he said, his fingers trailing up my chest, and grazing over the flesh of my throat. "You don't 


think I'm really a vampire, do you?" 
"No." 


"You sure about that?" he said, drawing in close to me, and this time his body felt warm, so warm. 


"I'm sure." 


His fingertips pressed into my carotid, feeling the throb of vitality there. Then he leaned in to my ear, and the 
echo of his words went straight through my brain. "Prove it” 


| was hard in an instant. 
"Prove it how?" 


His hand slithered to the back of my neck and teased at the hair there. A sensation rippled down me that 
made me feel like | was lifting out of my body. "Stop fighting me," he said. "Let me take care of you." 


| nodded. | could not trust what | might have spoken at that moment had | dared to open my mouth. 

"Good. Lay down" 

| let him lead me to the bed by the gentle hold he had on my neck. As | laid, | said, "I'm thirsty," and 
immediately recognized the childlike quality of the interaction. But the piece of me that should have bristled at 
it, that should have cared about the sudden imbalance of power, was quiet. 

"IIl find you something. You just relax." 

It might have been a moment, or a thousand years that | laid and watched the patterns of the tin ceiling tiles 
boil and surge like that Van Gogh painting. | could have left while Jon was gone, | could have hidden from him. 
But the ceiling was so beautiful, and | no longer wanted to leave. Something in me kept telling me | should; a 
nagging heaviness in my belly that felt a little like nausea But it was easy to ignore it when he touched me. It 
was so easy to ignore it when my skin sang at the point of his contact, and at a million other points all 
through me when he spoke my name. 

| was deep in a waking dream of sky and electric stars when | felt his voice again 

"| got you some water. Snagged us a bottle of Ketel One, too, but we probably oughtta go easy on it” 


"Why?" 


: Why?" Jon said, and this time when he laughed, the way my heart hiccuped sent a torrent of heat through 


me. 
"Yeah. Why?" 
"Because | think you're on a bad trip, man. You don't need to make it any worse." 


"l'm not on a bad trip." 


"You think l'm a vampire." 
"Maybe you are." 


He was silent. And then | felt his touch again, delicate at first, testing, then rougher, as it climbed the inside of 
my thigh. 


"Maybe | am," he said. 

Stars again, this time behind my eyelids, as | felt the searing touch of his lips in the hollow just beneath my 
jaw, and of his tongue gliding over my skin, appraising the life inside it. His hand moved higher into the breach 
of my legs, and | opened them wider to allow him in. 

"Are you sure you wanna do this, baby?" he whispered. "We could wait til we're sober." 

But there was no sober for me, and no waiting. There was no concept of tomorrow, or yesterday, or time at 
all. | wasn't even sure anymore where my body ended and his began. The piece of me that should have cared 


about the imbalance of power was not just quiet, it was dead. | wanted him to have dominion over me. 


“Take me," | said, and when he smiled, | felt the claws of his teeth against my throat. 


Permission 


| waited for his bite. Waited for the pain of the sinking of his teeth into me, and the draining of my life, and 
perhaps my very soul, through the tiny rips he would make in me. | waited to feel the ecstasy of it, and the 
terror. But he was waiting, too. For all his impetuousness in every other area of life, he was patient in this. 
Too patient. 


"You're a bad boy, aren't you?" he murmured. "How come | never knew that?" 


Ecstasy! And terror.. Not from his teeth, but from his hand closing over the raging desire between my legs. 
His fingers seeking out hidden places of me, even through the fabric of my clothing. 


"You never asked," | said, hearing the singular shaking in my own voice, even though everything in my senses 


was dancing to its own rhythm by then | felt him groan with pleasure in response. 
"Are you still thirsty, child?" he said. 
"| don't know anymore." 


His chuckle lit up my whole nervous system. "I am," he coved, his fingers searching out the opening of my 
pants. "You gonna feed me tonight?" 


"Yes" 
"You wanna die for me and come back all mine, Richie?" 


"Yes." 


He pulled my pants to my knees, and when he latched onto me, it made colored rain fall from a ceiling that was 
becoming less tangible by the second, the tin tiles breaking apart and allowing night sky to show through. When 
| dared to touch him, dared to put my own fingers into the golden threads of his hair, the rain transformed 
into soft gold droplets to match, stopping just short of touching us before evaporating into the air. | wanted to 
tell him he had the power to command nature, in addition to my body-- and my willl-- but | found | couldn't 


speak anymore. There were no words anyway, to describe what | was seeing and knowing, and | had no breath. 


There are many forms of life force, | understood in an instant, sprawled on the extravagant silk bedclothes of 
someone | would never know. Some are purely nonmaterial, like soul, spirit, energy. Some are purely physical, 
like blood and semen. All of them require permission to be given. If they are taken by force, they still belong to 
you. If you allow them to be shared, not just by your body and your brain, but by your very consciousness, 
there is no boundary between yourself and another. The other can possess you as much as you possess 


yourself. 


But then again, it could have just been the LSD talking. And the fact that Jon was now letting one of his fangs 
dance lightly over my hardened flesh, threatening. | wondered vaguely how he was able to contain his fiendish 
impulses, gorged with blood as | knew | was, and how slowly he was tasting me, savoring every inch of me. 

Maybe he was just toying with his prey before the kill. | did not care. | only wondered how it was possible for 


a vampire to feel so cold on the outside, yet feel so hot in the cavern of its mouth. 


It was this thought, the heat of his mouth, that | was attempting to comprehend, when the transfer of life 
force began | felt it in my belly and in my thighs, and deep in my pelvis, the rising up of the energy, the 
rushing of it toward him, and | only remembered wanting him to have it, all of it. | was not sure if he had 
already bitten me, or if he could take my life in this way as well, even without having my blood. He held me 
down into the ocean of silk, his hands stronger than my entire body, and drew the rapture of death and life 
from me with his lips and his tongue, and drank it hungrily into himself. And when he looked up at me, his eyes 
were no longer black, but electric blue again, and for a moment, | wondered if | had quickened him with this 


alone. 
Or maybe | was already dead, and this was what eternity felt like. 
The rain turned colors again, and then retracted up into the sky. 


"God, you taste so good," he said. "I didn't wanna stop." Then he smiled. "You're not gonna regret all this in the 


morning, are you, baby?" 

"| don't know what regret is," | said. 

He crawled up over me, eclipsing my view of the kaleidoscope sky, and touched his swollen lips to mine. | found 
the teeth with my tongue, the teeth that had terrified me, and defied them, tasted them for myself. They 
were not as sharp as | had anticipated. 

When he pulled away, his lips and chin were smeared with my makeup, and | laughed, feeling like | had made a 
mark on him, however insubstantial compared to his mark on me, and it took him awhile to understand what | 
was laughing about. But when he figured it out, he left the makeup stains intact, as though they were as 
natural a part of him as the teeth beneath them. 


"You want that drink now?" he asked. "You should probably replenish your fluids for me." 


Something in his voice ignited a crawling in my skin, and | questioned if | had been wrong before, blinded by 


pleasure. Maybe permission wasnt required to completely give oneself over to another. 


But when his hand brushed mine as he gave me my drink, | wondered if it mattered. 


Death 


"What does it mean to be dead?" 


| finally asked him the question that had been ricocheting in my skull, in one form or another, since the 
moment | had first seen him that night, wandering the crowd, searching for me. 


"| don't know," he said, dipping his finger in his drink and stirring it lazily as he spoke. "Sometimes | want to find 
out. And then sometimes | think | couldn't die if | wanted to." He sucked the liquid from his fingertip. "You ever 
feel that way sometimes, Rich?" 

He was toying with me again. He had asked me if | wanted to die for him, and come back his, and for a brief, 
glistening moment while golden rain fell from the heavens, | was convinced | was dying and being reborn. But | 
was no longer sure. So | remained quiet, and watched his eyes grow distant for a bit, while he considered his 


own words. 


And then he locked me with his stare, his eyes no longer distant, but fiery and fierce. "You wanna know what it 


means to be dead, Rich? Let's find out together, huh?" 

He crashed his drink down on the nightstand and stalked off across the bedroom, toward the bathroom. Terror 
gripped me once again, and | glanced at the door, wondering if | could make a run for it, or if he would always 
know where | had gone anyway. 


And maybe | wanted to die and be reborn, like he had promised. 


When he returned, he was carrying something in his hana, but my mind would not let me focus on what it 
was. He sat down. "Are you scared?" he asked. 


"Yes," | whispered. 

"What are you scared of?" 

| shook my head, unable to articulate an answer. Any answer, all the answers | wanted him to know. 
He said, "It doesn’t have to hurt, you know. Not if | do it right. ls that what you're scared of?" 
"Not physical pain" 

"Then what?" he asked, his fingers dancing up and down the length of my thigh again 


"The death itself." 


"Haven't you rehearsed it a million times in your mind, though?" he said, his hands working to relieve me of 
the bindings of my pants for the second time. "Because | have. I'll even let you kill me first, if you want. Do 
you want that?" 


And even though the colored rain had begun to weep above us again, and even though | was fairly sure there 
was now empty space, full of galaxies, beneath us where there had once been a floor, | understood that it was 


not bodily death he referred to, but death to expectations of normalcy. Death to fear of the unknown 
"No," | said. "You're the hunter, right?" 


He seemed pleased with my assessment. And with the way | drew my knees up for him. He entered me first 
with his fingers, slickened with whatever substance he had commandeered from the bathroom, and after his 
fingers, he impaled me with the throbbing force of his passion for me, and it did hurt, sent shockwaves 
throughout my pelvis, but | could not bring myself to care. | was dying. 


It seemed from somewhere else that | heard my own moans of pleasure and pain echoing in my ears, and it 
was during a moment when | had fallen silent, attempting to catch my breath, when he finally bit me. Just 
below my ear, came the touch of his lips and the flicker of his tongue, right before | felt the pressure of his 
fangs against my flesh. 


This time, the rain made contact with our bodies, and flowed in rivulets over us as | trembled beneath him, 
the carnal ecstasy of him meshing with the soul ecstasy in such a way that there was no question anymore, 


and | knew now it was complete. Dead. 


And reborn 


Rebirth 


Author's Notes: 
Happy Early Halloween, Redpen. Hope it delivered :) 


Richie gazed at the ceiling, watching the tiles morph and re-morph for what could have been the millionth time 
and wondering if time was slower in this room and in this world he'd made here with Jon, or if something vital 
had changed just in himself, when the tiles righted themselves for a moment. He blinked, and they swirled 
again, and he breathed and enjoyed the show for a minute or two, until he thought about the punch, the girl 
with the punch, who was so amused by his willingness to have it. And the party, which he could hear was still 
in full tilt beyond the door of the bedroom he and Jon occupied. 


He lifted his head. Jon was sitting in the nook of a bay window, his knees drawn to his chest, gazing out into 
the courtyard of the property. The barest hints of watery sunlight were just starting to dilute the blackness 
that had suffocated the windows for as long as Richie could remember. 

"Hey," Richie said. Jon turned, 


"Hey. How do you feel?" 


"| think--" Richie blinked at the collage of shapes above him again, making them move. He was aware of the 


way his mind was encouraging them to move now. "I think I'm coming down. Or something.” 


"Good," Jon said, unfolding his legs to stand and stretch. "| started coming down maybe an hour ago. | was 


hoping it wouldn't take you too long. | wanna go home." 


He crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed. "I'm guessing you'll never do that again, huh?" he said, 


grinning. 
Richie sat up. "Your teeth." 
"What about ‘em?" 


Richie said nothing, and after a moment, understanding lit Jon's face. He reached into his jacket and presented 


his hand. The fangs laid in his palm, inert. 


"| don't--" Richie began, but comprehension was already bubbling beneath the surface of his still-hazy 
thoughts. He touched the spot below his ear, and there was no pain there. 


"One of them fell out," Jon said, "so | pulled the other one out. It was stuck hard as shit, | thought | was gonna 


pull my real tooth out. Had ‘em in there with denture cream. Pretty slick, huh?" 


Closing his eyes, Richie listened to the sound of his own heart beating for a few moments before saying, 
simply, "Yeah." 


| was worried about you, man," Jon said. "I couldn't tell if you were really fucked up or not. | thought you 


were, then | thought you weren't. Then | got to thinking, what if | was wrong either way?" 


To his own surprise, Richie started laughing. Jon laughed a little with him at first, then said, "What's so 
funny?" 


Forcing himself to catch a breath, Richie said, "| thought you were a vampire. For real.” 
Jon's smile dropped. "What?" 


"| mean.. | did, but | didn't. It was like, there was reality, and then there was this whole other level of 


possibilities and my mind was telling me, why can't the possbilties be just as real as the reality, you know?" 
But Jon didn't seem to care about the philosophy of it. "You thought | was a vampire?" he said 
"Yeah." 

"You let me bite you." 

Richie felt his own smile disappear. "l-- well." 

"And other things." 

Um" 

"Do you remember the other things?" 

"Of course | do," Richie said, his chest tightening. 

They sat in silence for what might have been forever, before Jon whispered, "You let me bite you." 
A rush of blood flooded Richie's face. "Yeah." 

After a minute, Jon smiled again, and his face began to flush, too. "And other things." 

"Stop!" 


"You don't... think it was a mistake, do you?" Jon said, a crease forming between his eyebrows. "I mean, if you 


weren't in your right mind-—" 


"| knew what | was doing," Richie said. And then, because he wanted to see if he could make the flush in Jon's 
face go any deeper, he added, “and what you were doing." 


Success. 


Jon cleared his throat. "So, um. You wanna leave now? Probably won't sleep til tomorrow night, but at least we 


can get away from this fucking party." 
"Yeah." 


They stood and headed for the door. Putting a hand on the knob, Jon said, "Just so you know, my real teeth'll 


only bruise you. | can't take your soul away." 


"Stop!" Richie said, and when he felt the familiar skip of his heart at the sound of Jon's laugh, he decided the 


guy didn't know shit about his own supernatural powers. 


Someday, he would tell him the story of how he had summoned the rain. 


END 


